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FT GIVE my Kiſlingbury Eſtate to the Univerſity of Cambridge for 
ever : the Rents of which ſhall be diſpoſed of yearly by the Vice- 
hancellor for the time being, as he the Vice-Chancellor, the Maſter of 


Clare: Hall, and the Greek Profeſſor for the time being, or any two of 


them ſhall agree. Which three perſons aforeſaid ſhall give out a Sub- 


ject, which Subject ſhall for the firſt Tear be one or other of the Per- 


fections or Attributes of the Supreme Being, and ſo the ſucceeding Years, 


till the Subject is exhauſted; and afterwards the Subject ſhall be either 


Death, udgment, Heaven, Hell, Purity of Heart, &c, or whatever 
elſe may be judged by the Vice-Chancellor, Maſter of Clare-Hall, and 
Greek Profeſſor, to be moſt conducive to the honour of the Supreme Being 
and recommendation of Virtue. And they ſhall yearly diſpoſe of the 
Rent of the above Eftate to that Maſter of Arts, whoſe Poem on the 
Subject given ſhall be beſt approved by them. Which Poem I ordain to be 
always in Engliſh, and to be printed; the expence of which ſhall be de- 
| dutted out of the product of the Eſtate, and the reſidue given as a reward 
for the Compoſer of the Poem, or Ode, or Copy of Verſes. 


E, the underwritten, do aſſign Mr. SEATO N's 
Reward for the Year 1791, to CHARLES PHII - 
POT, M. A. for his Poem on HUMILITY ; and di- 
rect the ſaid Poem to be printed according to the Tenor 
of the Will. 


(AF; 18, W. Craven, Vice-Chancellor, 
t99h,.-- J. Torkington, Maſter of Clare-Hall. 


NIGHT TH O UG 1 . 


nnr e 
Introduction. Praiſes of HUuiLITr v, - Deſcription, - Origin, — Imitation: 
of her too numerous and ſucceſsful. — REASON teaches how to detef? them. 
exemplified in AMBITION, == HUMILITY deer h REAN. - hy found in 
ebſcurer Life,—though an Ornament to eminent Station and active Department, 


—HumiLITY dear to NATURE—and to ART, with Examples, = More par- 
ticularly dear 1% RELIGION, with Pro. Concluſion, 


TAIL to thy ſoothing Empire, gentle Night! 
Welcome for Comforts, thou alone can'ſt give! 
Thy thickeſt glooms ſpeak pleaſure to my Soul; 
Thy dread Cimmerian horrours, idly feign'd, 
Unfold a Bliſs that ſunſhine cannot boaſt. 
I hail thee, Friend to Science and the Muſe! 
Thou—who gav'ſt NzwTon's ſpirit ſtrength to ſoar 
Yon Tracts of Heay'n, and draw Empyreal air; 
A Wrapt 
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Wrapt in whoſe deep and conſecrated ſhade, 
Th' ethereal Viſitant deſcending cheer'd 

The dark and ſorrowing eve of MiLToN's day — 
Nor ceaſes Inſpiration; rapt'rous ſtrains 

In long ſucceſſion cheer thy ſolemn ſway: 

The lays of Youxs yet vibrate on the ear, 
Man grows immortal in his deathleſs page, 

And Day's eternal Luſtre crowns his Night. 


Again theſe ſcenes rever'd, thy awful reign, 

To Contemplation call, and holy Song ; 

Silent, not ſlow, theſe midnight moments ſteal : 

Oh what may better mark their precious flight, 

Or kindlier teems with Uſe's golden fruit, 

Or bloſſoms gay with more luxuriant flow'rs 

Of rich Variety, than that fair Theme, 

Which from his Grave the voice of SEATON breathes, 
„And wakes the ſlumb'ring Muſe in Virtue's cauſe?” 


Thou deep perennial Source of pureſt Bliſs! 
Thou proof of Goodneſs, and the ſolid ſtamp 
Of bleſſed Piety ! Thou hallow'd baſe 

On which the Chriſtian Virtues love to reſt! 
How may I hope, amid theſe circling ſhades, 
Thy matchleſs worth, HuuiLIT v, to tell? 
How beſt begin, how end our votive ſtrain? 


„ What 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 3 


What though thy gentle Nature ſhrinks from Praiſe, 
Like th' humble Plant +, that from the caſual touch 
Inſtinctive droops—Yet ſilence were unjuſt. 
True Merit has its claims; thoſe muſt be paid, 

Each honeſt Bard is Debtor for th' arrear : 
He who withholds a Wreath from Merit's brow, 
Deſerves no Laurel ere ſhould grace his own. 


Then let us riſe on Contemplation's wing, 

And hov'ring o'er a gay tumultuous World, 

With keener glance ſurvey th' extended Scene. 

See how the Virtues, broke from neighbouring Vice, 
Form and preſent themſelves to Reaſon's view, 
= (Angels might glow with tranſport at the ſight) 
* And ſay amid this lovely Band, if one 

i So charm the Senſe, ſo win the ſoften'd Heart, 

As'ſhe, whoſe downcaſt Eye, and modeſt Cheek 

; Crimſon'd with native Bluſhes, Accents mild 

5 As Zephyr's breath, and ſoft ſuſpended ſtep 
: Announce in gentleſt guiſe HomitiTy. 

Luxuriant folds of pureſt white inveſt 

Her ſacred Form, ſequeſter'd Haunts ſhe ſeeks, 

In muſings rapt, contemplative, not ſad, 

And oft her Head ſhe bows, oft folds her Arms, 
Submiſs, refign'd; yet mark how conſcious worth 
Cheers the ſweet Wand'rer o'er the wide ſpread Scene. 
Say, 


+ A peculiar ſpecies of the ſenſitive. MiLLER, 
| A2 
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Say, mid this Train auguſt, this ſplendid Group, 
Why ſhould our meek, our lowly Virtue charm, 
Unobvious, unobtruſive? Whence attach, 

As to a Centre, Hearts, that whirl'd around 
Through Life's vaſt ſpace, the fond Attraction feel? 
'Tis the deep Rev'rence of a ſov'reign Cauſe, 

A trembling Rev'rence proſtrate in the Duſt, 

It is Self-knowledge lighting up the mind 

With keen Conviction's penetrating Ray, 

United theſe produce HuxiLIT v. 

Hence when we view her venerable Form, 

We own her Origin; th' ideas run 

Swifter than kindled Nitre's fatal train, 

And in an inſtant join th' extremes of Thought. 
Hence moſt who own fair Reaſon's ſober ſway _ 
With tranſport love; hence through each rolling age, 
The Voice of Gratulation and of Praiſe, | 
Hath hail'd her ſacred Footſteps, and e 'en now, 
The pealing note of Admiration tells, 

That Time hath nought diminiſh'd, nought 1 impair d 
Her native Ln and * Worth. 


Who has not mark d . the nately Trunk 
Of aged Oak, in many an envious fold _ 

The noxious Ivy creep? ſo ſullen Doubt 

4 Faſtens 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 5 


Faſtens on Praiſe, and like the Slave of Rome “, 


That ſhar'd the Victor's Triumph, and vepreſs'd 
The ſpreading Exultation, thus her Voice 


Checks the tumultuous Burſt of fond Applauſe. 


«© Who but that ſees HuuiLrrv, muſt love; 
Yet hard the taſk with certainty to know 
Her real Preſence: Oft Ambition wears 
Her ſacred Garb, deteſted Av'rice oft, 


Nor theſe alone—In Life's extended ſphere, 


Vices molt alien, thoſe whom Nature holds 


Oppos'd by irreverſible decree, 


In monſtrous League concur; wide ſpread around 
And unſuſpected, in her honour'd weeds, 


— 


«They levy War, and ravage Human kind.“ 


As one who long in winding Lab'rinth pent, 
Seeks ſome known Clue to guide his weary ſteps 
To buſy Haunts of Men, and cheering Day; ; 


Or he who toſt 1 in the mid ocean ſtream. 


Betakes him to magnetic aid, which points 
To th' Arctic Pole inceſſant; fo our Guide, 

(If haply ſhe attend poetic call,) 

RE AsoN, with her all piercing Ray may ſweep 
Theſe ſhadowy ſemblances, that meteor-like, 
To Toil or Danger lead th' erroneous ſtep. 
155 O Thou, 
Juvenal Sat. 4. V. 41. 
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O Thou, to whom this midnight gloom is dear, 
Who tak'ſt with me thy ſolitary ſtand, 

See'ſt thou thoſe pendent Orbs, that o'er yon Vault 
In radiant Circles flame, gilding the Brow 

Of this wide ſhadowy Night, and yet they roll 

Unchang'd, unvarying, in their deſtin'd courſe ? 

So Virtue moves within her moral ſphere. 

The Laws immutable on which ſhe acts, 

Immutable the Conduct which ſhe frames; 

And thus to Reaſon's keen and ſober glance 

HumMILITY preſents her ſteady Form.— 

Go mark Ambition, when ſhe wears hex dreſs, 

And not a Paſſion ſways the ſtruggling Mind, 

But ſudden lights her glowing cheek, or glares 
Full in her deſp'rate glance, or paler ſits 

F In cold Predominance. Fickle ſhe veers 

Lf To cloſe obſervance with each riſing Guſt. 

E.' Eye but the Track ſhe treads, how ſlowly now, 

Demure ſhe ſeals, a moment and ſhe ſtarts, 
Laſh'd like a ling'ring courſer into ſpeed, 

A ſecond CaTarineS, with pace diſturb'd, 

| 1 A ſecond Empire, if ſne could, to ruin. 


Mid theſe lone ſcenes to Contemplation dear 
Extend thy aims, ſeek Reason's aid benign, 
For 


§Citus modo, modo tardus, inceſſus. SALLUST, 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 


For much ſhe loves our Virtue; and ſhall tell 


How aptly to each varying ſtate of Life 


Her mild pacifick Influence ſhe extends, 


Show'ring, with laviſh Hand and lib'ral Heart, 
Perennial Bleſſings on her votive Train : 

True to her Poſt, on nobleſt cares intent, 

To ſway the ſtruggling Paſſions, to compreſs - 
(As ſpring the mix'd emotions of the Heart) 
Dilate, correct, and regulate the whole, 

Till like ſome. Horologe of happier ſkill, 

The Mind ſtill running Life's diurnal round, 
Keeps Time and Pace, and Unity with Heav'n. 


Reaſon ſhall tell how round her ſacred Form 

The Virtues love to throng; nor thoſe alone 
Severer deem'd, whoſe ſterner Empire forms 

By rigid Diſcipline the lab'ring Heart: 

All whom Afﬀection greets, whom Rapture owns, 


Social and friendly Virtues, prompt are theſe 


To hail their Patroneſs, and ever there 
Bright in the Train fair Charity is ſeen. 


Sweet Benefactreſs of Mankind! methinks 

All Ranks, all Ages emulous wou'd ſtrive 

To win and wear thee grateful next their Heart! 
Then why does fond Affection's ſearching Eye 


Trace 


8 HUMILITY: 
Trace thee fo oft mid Life's obſcureſt ſhades? 


Man takes the ſhame, while Reaſon tells the cauſe. 


The ſmiles of Fortune, like the noon-tide Ray, 
Dazzle our Senſes and unnerve our Strength. 
Faint Duty's conteſt with th' impetuous Will; 
Intent but vibrates o'er the mind, then dies 
Succeſſive, nor is ripen'd into att. _ 
 HumitiTy's ſoft Beauties feebly ſtrike 
Man's indurated Heart; to cold negle&t 
Indiff rence ſtrengthens; worſt of Deſpots then, 
Arm'd with her mace petrifick Hatred comes, 
And chills each gen'rous feeling of the Soul. 


Nor deem, ye Great, in Life's low vale alone 
Hum1i1Ty ſubſiſts; in higheſt ſcenes 

She claims to live; Inmate of ſplendid Courts, 
And uncorrupted in the ſmile of Kings, 

She tempers Pomp, and on Imperial ſtate 
Pours ſofter Luſtre, Dignity and Grace. 
Nor you, who through the Toils of active Life 
Lead on to Fame, our gentle Virtue ſcorn; 
In Reaſon's ſober Eye ſhe moſt adorns 
Wit, Genius, Valour, ſhrin'd like orient Gems 
In the broad circle of her valu'd Gold. 
Oh 'twere to do her moſt felonious wrong 
To place her by the ſide of coward Vice; 


Indignant 
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Trace her through ev'ry mode Exiſtence owns, 
Mark her in ev'ry temp'rature of Heav'n. 

No abject Thought, no mean, no baſe Deſign 
Alters her conſtant Cheek; but inbred Worth, 
But conſcious Merit, fluſh'd with honeſt Zeal, 
E'en in the publick gaze and face of Day, 
Supports, confirms, and dignifies her Deeds. 

As when Barbarian Arms, or Civil Rage 

Shook Roman Freedom, ſudden from the Field 
Summon'd, and from the Plow, her Heroes came, 
To graſp th' imperial Faſces, to ſuſtain 

And fave their Country,—then with tranſport claim 
The rural labour and the Village Joy. 


YET not to ſober RxAsoN dear alone, 


Nor grateful only to the moral Senſe, 


NaTuRE herſelf through ev'ry varying ſcene, 


To Contemplation's ſtudious Eye preſents 


Each Charm Homitity delights to own. 
Why ſhould ſhe clothe the univerſal Face 


Of this vaſt Orb, in Verdure's modeſt bloom? 
Why of all Colours decking Iris Bow, 


Single the gentle unaſſuming Green ? 
Did not th' imperial Purple triumph there, 
B The 
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The Golden Luſtre and the Scarlet Blaze 
Redundant, floating in their myſtick bounds 
Now pure, now mingling in the mazy twine, 

To court with glitt'ring Hues the raviſh'd Senſe ? 
Why 'mid ſuch ſplendid range this humble choice? 
'Twas that the Eye congenial with the Mind, 
Shrunk from-the luſtrous Pomp and orient Pride, 
And from the aching Anguiſh ſought Repoſe. 


Go view old Ocean, where his ampler Reign, 

By Earth's oppoſing Bulk unbounded, fpreads,— 
Space loſt in Space, within whoſe mighty vaſt 
The rapt Imagination ſtands control'd— 

And mark how NaTure ver the trackleſs Deep, 
Has pour'd one ſober Colour's ſoothing grace, 
Diſtin& from that which robes the ſmiling Land, 
Yet humble both, and by that Charm endear'd. — 


Why ſhould the modeſt Dawn, or ſofter Eve, 
Or theſe thy ſolemn ſhades, pacifick Night, 
More pleaſe us than the brilliant Glare of Day? 
Why, when we quit the City's ſplendid Bounds, 
And Summer calls us to the rural Joy, 

Do humble Scenes moſt win our charmed Steps? 
Amid the Gloom of thick o'er-arching Groves, 
Or where, by venerable Age imbrown'd, 


| Grottos 


Grottos invite, and Caves of cool receſs, 

Or where o'er pebbly Bed the ſedge-crown'd Brook 
Slow ſtealing, gently murmurs as it flows; 

Pleas'd there we wander, left without regret 

The gayer Beauties of th' extended Plain, 


Though Flora's vivid Pencil paints the ſcene, 


Or Ceres' Beauties bloſſom o'er the land. 


Haſte to the crowded City; there behold 

E'en ART aſſume this meek ſubmiſſive dreſs, 
Whether ſhe bids thoſe envy'd Domes ariſe, 
That hold a Nation's Wealth, or ſpacious Halls 
Where Commerce views her congregated Sons. 
Viſit REL1G10N in her ſolemn Fanes, 


Unfold their Portals; tread their long drawn Aiſles ; 


Their pillar'd Heights, their fretted Roofs behold, 

Their ſtoried Panes that drink the gairiſh Ray, 

And give the Saint or Martyr in it's ſtead; 

Pauſe mid their venerable Gloom, and own 

HumiL1Ty herſelf inhabits there. 

E'en Palaces, where Grandeur proudly ſwells, 

And with imperious Domination, awes 

Contiguous Dwellings of uncrowned Heads, 

More ſimple as they ſtand, but more impreſs 

The rev rend Majeſty that dwells therein. 

The Eye averſe from ornamental aid, 
B 2 
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Turns from the mingled Order's loaded ſhow, 
Pleas'd with the humbler Graces, which unite 
Nature's beſt Beauties with the Dorick Art. 


Tell ye, whoſe ſympathizing Boſoms feel 
The pow'r of Muſick, ſay what charms you moſt, 
In the whole Compaſs of her magick Tones? 
'Tis not the loud obſtrep'rous Note, that burſts 
With greetings harſh on the ſuſceptive Ear, 

No, rather ye do love thoſe humble Strains, 
Such as at cloſe of Eve, o'er Violet Banks, 
Favonian Breezes waft to raviſh'd ſenſe. 


WHILE thus I wander o'er Poetick Ground, 
Freſh Proofs ariſe, and Illuſtrations ſpring 
Copious, to grace the Muſe's uſeful Toil.— 
But faſt the waning Night conſumes away, 
And now th' important Bus'neſs of the Hour 
Protracted, not forgotten, laſt, not leaſt, 

Stakes its important Claim, and calls our Song. 
What ſays RELIGION? Vain were Nature's Plea, 
And Reaſon's prime diſcourſe the babbling Note 
Of Idiot Lips, except her awful Voice 

Confirms and conſecrates the gen ral Praiſe, 


Fountains 
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A NIGHT THOUGHT. 13 


Fountains of Knowledge, Oracles divine, 
Heralds of Truth, what ſays your bleſſed Voice ? 
Oh tell me if Creation's range preſents 

Object more grateful to th' all-ſeeing Eye, 

Than meek HumitiTty's ſubmiſſive Form? 
Hath it not borne through ev'ry pious Age, 
Authentick Warranty of Grace ſupreme ? 
The Flames, that glow in bright empyreal climes, 
Have riv n with trackleſs blaze yon azure Vault, 
To ſeize her paſt'ral Gifts. Th' eternal Arm 
Hath deign'd to ſnatch Humitity from Earth, 
To mix with Angels, and to crown in Heav'n : 
And ſtill propitious on her earthly Steps 
Favour celeſtial Smiles. From humble Hands 
The meaneſt Gift breathes Incenſe ; it outweighs 
All Wealth can give, though Holocauſts aſcend 
In fragrant Clouds and ſanguinary Streams 

Roll their redundant Tide. Still heav'nly Climes 
In Viſions beatifick deign to meet e 
Her raptur'd Gaze, ſtil} cheer the Vale of Years, 
The Gloom of Mis'ry and the Night of Death. 


O Thou, who lov'ſt our venerable Theme, 
Give thy free Spirit of Inquiry Wing, 


Lo, Hiſt'ry at thy bidding ſhall unfold 


The treaſur'd Records of her ſacred Page. 


Live 


” 
1 
1 
'7 
; 
by | 
x 
14 
br 
if 
1 
1 
1 
x7 
= | 
* 
3 
. 
4 1 


— 1 — _ AE L 


—— — 


—— — 


14 HUMILITY: 


Live back primeyal Ages, There behold, 
In Nature's Infancy, the hoary Sire 


And venerable Patriarch. Let thine Eye 


Trace the long Order of enlighten'd Seers, 
Who pierc'd Futurity's myſterious Vell, 


And liv'd the unborn Age. They beſt ſhall teach 


How Knowledge, when ſhe higheſt ſoars may take 


HomILiTY companion of her Flight. 


The Throne, on its proud eminence hath held 


As pure and humble Virtues as have bleſt 
The peaceful Cottage. What was he who ſway'd 


The land of Uz, that to the orient Ray 


Spread its prolifick Soil ? What Jzssz's Son? 
Tell me where Fortune fo profuſely Kind 


Show'r'd on one favour'd Head ſuch vary'd Bliſs ? 
In Arms more potent who? Whoſe lenient Sway 
More ſweetly ſmil'd on Science and on Art? 
Then tell, (and Paynim Bards ſhall aid thy Song) 
Whoſe regal Brows HumiLiTy intwines 

With ſuch unfading Wreaths ; whoſe hallow'd Lyre 
In Rapture's thnlling Energy, proclaims 
All that Humility delighted owns, 
Submiſſion's deep and reverential awe, 


Conſcience' keen Senſe, Contrition's holy Pang, 


The burſt of Gratitude, the glow of Zeal, 


_ Hope's ſoothing Aid, and Faith's enlighting Sway. 
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Of lab'ring Suns eclips'd, and mid the wreck | — 


Might breathe the deep pathetic Strain that paints 


Than wak'd the pious Fancy there to lead, 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 15 


Still onward, Chriſtian, bend thy ſteady Glance. 
A nobler Era marks th' hiſtorick line. 

Solemn and ſlow a greater Scene unfolds 
Tremendous, yet triumphant, where in Tears 
Joy ſmiling ſits and Gratitude with Woe. 

Preſs the bright Track that opens on thy View; 
Follow the Links of that eternal Chain, 

Which holds and balances depending Worlds,— 
Lift up thine eyes to Heav'n's anointed King; 


Trace his Deſcent—Through Life's extended Sphere 


Purſue his humble Courſe, where Meekneſs beams 
Ineffable, and Goodneſs ſheds around 
Infinite Bleſſings—View thoſe fatal Scenes 

Where whelm'd by Inſult, Infamy, and Guilt, 
Amid the Pangs of Nature, in the Gloom 


Of Elements, thy meck RepetMeER dies. 
It were a Seraph's Voice alone might tell, 


While liſt' ning Worlds intranc'd in ſilence hung, 
That humble Life; none but inſpired Lips 


A ſuff ring SAVIOUR. — — 


No wondrous Scenes! prone from hes wing of F lame 


Preſumption drops, nor higher aim intends 


To 
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16 HUMILITY: 


To fix it there, whence beaming o'er the World 
Hum1LiTY to Chriſtian Eyes unveils 
Her perfect form, to call us to the Taſk 


Of holieſt Imitation, to ſuſtain 


In mortal Suff rings, to improve our Joys, 
In Death to comfort, and to bleſs in Heav'n,—— 


WHILE yet ſuſpended in the dubious ſway 

Of Darkneſs and of Light, the Moment turns, 
What may our cloſing Lay perſuaſive add, 

How ſtrengthen Duty, or enlighten Zeal, 

Or waken Gratitude, or cheriſh Love? 

Friend of our Song, aſſociate of our Toil, 

O Thou who bear'ſt the Chriſtian name, attend ! 


Here Pauſe, Here fix. Thy ampler Powers of Mind 
Collect Concentrate From theſe ſcenes derive 
Strength, Comfort, Virtue, preſent, future Bliſs ; 


Nor let that bleſt ExamyLe meant thy Guide, 
Riſing with double force on conſcious Guilt, 

In future Worlds confront thee and condemn.— 
Be wiſe. Be inſtant. Who delays is loſt. 
Time yet is thine. The precious Moment ſeize. 
Thy better Fortune ſmiles. Thy Path to Bliſs 
With ſweeteſt aid Hum1t1Ty preſents, 


Like 


A NIGUT THOUGHT, 17 
Like myſtick Ladder of the Patriarch's dream, 
Its Baſe on Earth, its Summit in the Skies.— 


Oh while theſe hallow'd proſpects court thy view, 
While Reaſon urges, and Religion calls, 

Tell me, ſhall Doubt ſuſpend th' important Choice, 
Shall ling'ring Duty flacken in her ſpeed? 

No, though a World were leagu'd in Arms againſt thee, 
Thy ſteady Purpoſe hold ; thy Courſe maintain ; 
Go boldly on. Amid the ſtorms of Life, 

The wrecks of Fortune, and the frowns of Fate, 
Think on the Promiſe of that Sov'reign Power, 
Who Worlds created, and who Worlds controls, 
Think on the Glories of thy future State, 

Think on its bleſt Rewards, thy Virtue's crown, 
Joys of eternal Ages, Joys that leave 

Imagination's lab'ring Pow'rs behind, 

Beatitude paſt utt'rance, where the Senſe 

In the keen Ecſtacy of Tranſport dies, 

And Hope lies whelm'd in plenitude of Bliſs, 

By Angels felt, and boſom'd in the Heav'ns. 


O bleſt HomITy! O rapt'rous Scenes! 
What could this Voice of Praiſe or Suff'r age add, 
Though in the rolling Thunder's awful Sound, 
It call d a waken'd Univerſe to hear 

. C But 
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But faſt the Shades of Night diſperſe, and Light 
Peeps from his Eaſtern Cloud. What bids the Lark 
High-tow'ring ſing impoſes ſilence here. 

Yet haply Night ſhall not diſdain our Song, 

Nor thou, HumirtiTy, this meed refuſe.— 

Other the claims the buſy Day demands 

Social or Civil Toils. To each his State; 

Nor from the Day's proud glare I ſhrink, nor ſhun 
Aught it preſcribes, to ſuffer as to do 
Prepar'd, before His equal Eye who owns 

The ſingle Talent, and the humble Heart. 


